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He Doesn\'t See Me 


Author's Notes: 

A revamp of a story | already posted here but that | didn\'t enjoy the outcome of so | simply revised it and 
added the second half in there to convey Richie\'s supposed unrequited love for Jon, just in case any of you 
guys recognize the beginning you\'ll know it ain\'t the same fic, hope you enjoy :) 


htp://www.youtube.com/watch?v =kXwMXOCaEd4 

Inspired by the song in the link :) 

Yet another hot, sweaty night on stage surrounded by the fans screaming going crazy only 30 feet away. With 
the light in their eyes and the grins on their faces, sweat glueing their hair to their rosy cheeks. 

But Richie isn't paying any attention to the roar of the crowd, or their cheering. He doesn't care for the dolled 


up girls blowing confident kisses or the men whooping and waving their hands, on top of the world, all he can 


see is Jon. 


Jon with the ruffled, wild auburn hair in thick wavy tangles framing his face, bouncing up and down his 


shoulders. 
Jon with the big, wide blue eyes, full of happiness, of energy, looking so alive, sparkling with excitement. 


Jon wearing the tight black spandex glued to his skin, perfectly showing off the curves of his ass, thighs and 


crotch. 


Jon, wearing a lowneck tank top that he's ripped down the front to reveal his rosy red perked nipples and the 
wild forest of chesthair. 


Richie already knows he's facing yet another night of either a date with his hand including furious 
masturbating, or senseless fucking of another nameless female groupie to get the seductive, hypnotizing 


images of Jon writhing beneath himself out of his head. 


Of Jon's naked body glistening with sweat and cum, of Jon's eyes going dark as the sky at night and full of 
primal lust, of Jon's full eager lips parting to spill moans and deep ragged breaths. 


His heart stops, very nearly, the very moment Jon takes his hand, squeezing it and projecting their twined 
fingers into the air with one thrust as they prepare to take their last bows. They meet the applause, but all 
Richie can feel is the sticky, wet palm against the back of his hand, making his crotch stir awake. 


He steals a short glance at Jon's cheerful face. Plump lips parted and that pretty pink tongue darting out to 
wet them until they glisten with moist saliva. An even row of bright, white teeth flashing in a huge dazzling 


beam. Flustered, lively cheeks accompanying the satisfied, thriving young man's beautiful appearance. 


Richie wonders if Jon has ever thought of him the same way, felt anything out of the ordinary for him, but 
as soon as the hope of that thought is spawned within him, as soon it diminishes. Richie believes that Jon 


doesn't find men attractive, he's never said otherwise. He also knows that normally, he himself doesn't either. 


Richie can't do anything properly, not anymore. Not without losing focus. Not eat, not sleep. Neither think nor 
comprehend nor feel anything without Jon interrupting his inner peace. Not without that boyish grin and those 
playfully seductive eyes locked in his mind. 


He drinks every night, he takes coke or LSD or whatever else he can to try to hype himself out of this funk, 
try to throw the feelings off, to catch them off guard and smother them once and for all. 


But nothing helps, in the morning all that's left of last night's high is a foul taste in his mouth and a sharp 
headache as the sickness is triggered wants to purge itself from his body and he cradles over the toilet to 
hurl his guts out. 


Richie knows Jon cares for him, he knows that the beautiful boy holds him dear and close to his heart, but 
the spot he wishes to occupy in there will forever be under lock and key. 


He watches as Jon rushes off the stage, follows behind him with eyes on a slim but well built back and the 
round pert tush, sees the object of his affection run into the arms of his lawfully wedded wife, and his heart 
shatters again. 


And again, until all that's left is the pieces to collect. But Richie can't find them, because he's lost in the 
darkness and blinded by emotions. He gives Jon a pat on the back and a thumbs up, receiving a grin while she 


is clinging to him, arms around his waist and lips at his neck. 


Richie can't hear what she says but he can assume from the way she looks, he doesn't have to be aware of 


the exact words to know what it means. He can read her body language. 


He can tell she can't wait to get Jon on his own, that she wants him. Just like he does, and in a way he can 


understand that though that understanding is drowned by the all consuming jealousy and envy. 


Richie sees Jon stagger off stage, exhausted but jumpy, his woman never leaving his side. He can see the 
glance Jon throws over his shoulder and the mouthed apology, somewhat thankful that Jon has the decency to 
apologize even though it's not for fucking his wife. Even though it's just because they won't be able to hang 
out at any bar tonight. 


Richie sees Jon, and Jon sees him - of course he does, because he has his own set of eyes - but he doesn't 


see him. 


